VII
The Third Sword
LIKE moonbeams on a wintry sea
the third is sorrowful and pale
and from my vision guards the grail
whose glory I shall never see;
a boreal streamer burning green,
it shivers in a land of shade
as if some wandering Gain had seen
his soul reflected in its blade.
It glitters in some frozen hold
that leaves its icy hilt unthawn,
its radius is a flame of cold,
the skyline of an arctic dawn;
Vulcan in forging it grew old
and sorrow froze when it was drawn*
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